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For the Lady’s Miscellany. 


TO MARY. 


My charmiug Girl your modest cheek, 
Glows with the blushes of the morn, 

While smiles angelic and so meek, 
Your lovely mouth adorn. 


Round your fair neck, my dearest love, 
Fond Cupids love to play, 

And Graces round you gaily rove, 
And sport the liyelong day. 


© my dear Mary could I lay, 
In those sweet arms of thine, 
On your soft bosom then I'd play, 
And that sweet neck entwine. 


What fond delight, what rapt’rous bliss, 
Would you and me attend, 

When at each wanton amorous kiss, 
My melting soul I’d send. 


Then O when panting on your breast, 
Enchanted with your charms, 
I fain would give my soul to rest, 
And die within your arms. 
Semper idem. 


Et Geman 


THE TOMB OF ELIZA. 
Strancer ! if by worldly views 
Thy heart is dead to love's controul, 
If feeling never nurs’d with dews, 
The rose of passion ia thy soul : 





Turn from this grave thy sullen tread, 
For this is pity’s holy shrine : 
The lillies that surround the dead, 
Would shrink from such a hand as 
thine. 


But if thy breast, with ardor warm, 
Beats to the thrilling glance of beauty . 

If thou hast knelt to woman’s charm, 
With all.of love’s enraptured duty— 

Then, stranger, pause and linger here, 
For love and pity seldom sever ; 

And frame the sighs to passion dear 
Where Eliza sleeps, alas! forever. 


Sweet maid, within thy gentle breast, 
Affection bloom’d, Oh, how sincerely 
And why did fate, with frown unblest, 
Break a fond heart which lov’d se 
dearly ; 
For cold beneath the western wave, 
Her lover found an icy pillow : 
No flower to deck his lonely grave, 
No death shroud but the foaming bil. 
low. 


The spirit of the morn had sighed, 
Delighted, o’er the rose’s bloom, 

But sorrow came, with withering stride, 
And swept its beauty to the tomb. 

Stranger ! if love awake your sighs, 
And love and pity seldom sever ; | 

Pause where that rose of beauty lies, 
Where Eliza sleeps, alas ! foreyer. 


—— + eee 


EVENING REFLECTIONS. 


Twasnight, and all was hushed in sleep, 
The moon beams tinted soft the green * 
The mournful willow seem'd to weep, 
In pleasing sadness o’er the scene. 


The calmness of the silent hour, 
Imparted to my sorrowing breast 
Its mild and sympathetic power, 
And gently lulled my cares to rest. 





I wandered from my cottage door, _ 
And gaz’d with raniure on the strexm, 
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elias iu , . 
Whose bosom clear was silvered o’er * In this the art of living lies, 
With Cyathbia’s pale and modest beam. |{/ To want no more than:can suffice, 
: Aight And make that little do. 
: Reflections crowded on my mind, 
And rapid visions floated past : 
: And why, I cried, do votaries blind, | 
: Court the vain joys which pride can blast. The Old Maid’s Apology. 
7? 
}! Oh, why not choose like me toroam, {| 1 determined the moment I left off my 
f Teo count unnumbered worlds above, bib, 
5 To quit the Iris-painted dome, _ P would ha tna become any man's crook” 
And share in rature’s bounteous love. ed rib, ' 
, And think you to fright me, when grave- 
I'llwoo the child of sorrow here, ly vou tell, 
i Here shall he find a sweet repose : 1} That Old Maids will surely lead apes 
1’! pay his anguish, tear for tear, when in hell ? 


And sooth his agonising woes. ; 
Ul take the reversion, and grant "twit; 


And I'll beguile him with my song, __ beso, 
ie I‘! steal a strain from Henry’s Wre, But yet I shall keep to mv vow, 
tT ’Twil gild the night to misery long, For I'd rather lead apes in the regions 
} ' And calm the rage of madness’ fire. below, — 
4 | Than be led by a foolish ape now. 
: << 
IRISHISM. * ~ 
Lj EPIGRAM. 


Ir chane'd on a time, that am Irish dear Whene’er you marry, to his son, 
































honey, ; 
} ¢ . A prudent father said, 
Who lately received a small matter of Take, for thy loving helpmate, one 
Mt money, | Rich widow, or rich maid : 
Took it into his head to dispose of his the 
| : For any wife may turn out il], 
iene , But, gad! the money never will! ! 
; In what he much wanted—a good pair 
i of breeches. 
Ls On a piece of prime stuff then his eyes |; 
; overcasting, }) Se ‘ 
( Ant: lg ~ he ‘was'told, || - ppInTED AND PUBLISHED BY 
** everlasting ;" ; bo 
j * If it be everlasting / (quoth Pat with a MCARTY & WHITE, 
. stare ' . : 
Be ‘To be 0 my sweet jewel, I'll pur- No. 317 Water-street, New-York: 
fh chase two pair.’ in halfyearly volumes, containing twenty 
it <<: : | six numbers each, (issued weekly) at 
‘ The Contented Man's Soliloguy. | One Doilar the vslume, payable quar 
: terly. Dist } b 
| My portion ig not large indeed, ie Teg Meng 
{ But then how litile do I need, vance. Postage to be paid on all letters 
For nature's wants are few ; divested tothe Editors. 
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THE TURNPIKE GATE. 
A TALE. 


( Concluded.) 


Upon my demanding an expla- 
nation, he told me he had entered 
into a regiment drafted for Amer- 
ica, and only waited to see me in 
some asylum before he took, as 
he hoped, a long farewell of Eng- 
land ; in which the principal un- 
happiness he had ever experien- 
ced, was my rejection. Suffer 
me to abridge my tedious tale ; 
hither [ came and here I have 
been tranquil if not happy. This 
good old man has proved in ton 
duct a father to me ; but the first 
real gleam of pleasure I have ex- 
perienced during the three years 
Uf my abode here, was in being re- 
United to-you, my dear brother, 


Frank ée-. the tears from her 
cheek. 


“ And have you not heard from 
the noble, generous Rivers ?” 


‘Oh yes !’ Fanny replied ; ¢ his 
letters are polite, friendly,but tinct- 
ured ‘vith such sadness as makes 








me shed tears at every perusal.’ 


The stranger arose, walked 
slowly towards them, and present- 
ed a Picture; at which Fanny 
gazed with pleasing surprise. 


‘Itis Rivers:—do you know 
him ?”? 

The gentleman opened his coat, 
threw off his hat—‘ Do you know 
me ?? 

Fanny shrieked, and fell lifeless 
in his arms. 


‘ I am her husband !’ exclaim- 


ed’ Oberne wildly. ‘ She is my 


long-lost, injured wife? 


Upon her recovering; he inform- 
ed the astonished party that he was 
the only one who survived the car- 
nage of the day when it was re- 
ported he fell; covered with 
wounds, and in a state to which 
death would have been preferable, 
he was takeh into the hut of a 
rustic, where he languished long 


of his wounds, nor could gain the 


least intelligence of his wife, her 
removal from the place of their 
retreat having baffled all attempts 
at discovery. When able to walk, 
he went to her father’s, where, 
with brutal insult, he received the 


|| distvacting intelligence that she 


had ¢loped with an officer of the 
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regiment by which she had been 
captured. ~ ‘Driven to frenzy,’ 
added Oberne, ‘the fever of my 
soul affected my body, and retard- 
ed my pursuit, for pursuit and 
vengeance were my ‘intentions.— 
When I reached London, I Jearn- 
ed that the regiment had embark- 
ed for America ; thither I follow- 
ed, met Rivers, challenged him; 
but he -refused'to accept it; rela- 
ted the whole story, as you have, 
minutely, but refused to inform me 
of the place to which yeu had .re- 
treated till I had obtained my par- 
don, which he flatters me can be 
easily procured by letters with 
which he has supplied me froin 
himself and Colonel D ,»a man 
Aigh in favour. * If you succeed, 
my dear friend,’ cried he, ‘ you 
shall immediately gladden the 
heart of a matchless woman ; if 
not, far better willit be to let her 
remain undisturbed by fresh hopes 
and fresh miseries. Accept.my 
picture, added he, think of me as 
one who would die.to serve you.— 
Charmed by his manner, I vowed 
eternal friendship ; I am now fully 
sensible of errors for which I have 
severely suffered ; and, since his 
precaution has proved useless, we 
will go my Fanny, to London, .and 
live or die together.’ 





Oberne succeeded, obtained a 
pardon, and, by sharing with Frank 
some honest-earned gold, purcha- 
sed a commission in the same re- 
giment to which Rivers belonged. 
The vissitudes which Fanny had 
experienced secured her, ia her 


— 

















future life, the satisfactory consci- 
ousness of having discharged her 
duty in every station ; and the un- 
remitting friendship of Riveis 
evinced the superior gratification 
of honour and generosity to mer- 
cenary or selfish enjoyments. 


“SHksord opie Hpe 
THE TURBAN. 


A Turkish Tale. 


( Continued. ) 


“* Thave,’ returned the youth, 
frequently wished to enter into the 
army, but a strong and ardent 
sense of duty has hitherto restrain- 


i ed me.’ 


‘ Then,’.said Mustapha, ‘am I 
to understand that if I provide lib- 
erally for your mother, and give 
you acommission in the troops 
destined for Persia, you.are at lib- 
erty to go.’ 


Zelia at this instant seemed in 
violent agitation, blushed, and in 
her confusion let fall the Turban. 


The eyes of Mustapha were 
turned upon her, as bo eee to 
take itup. He obs that her 
trembling hand would scarcely en- 
able her to perform that office — 
The youth, whose trepidation 
seemed to be nearly as great, lent 
her his support and assistance ; and 
then turning to the Beglerbeg, af- 
ter some hesitation, said, 


‘ Taught by my mother, the 
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amiable and virtuous Cyphantia, 
that nothing is so mean and igno- 
ble as prevarication or disguise, I 
must humbly take the liberty to 
inform your excellency, that al- 
thongh I feel the keenest sensa- 
tions of gratitude, the most ardent 
emotions of love and respect to- 
wards you for the kindness and 
liberality of your offer, yet I am 
not free to go. Impressed as I am 
with your benevolent considera- 
tion of my mother, how shail I 
dare to state to you that another 
motive, almost as powerful detains 
me. I love Zelia: we have in- 
terchanged ‘vows, and in a few 
days she has promised to become 
my wife. Can I then leave her ?’ 


‘ IT should think you mad if you 
did,” replied Mustapha, * what say 
you Zornestan 2” 


‘TI would not leave her to ob- 
tain the post of grand Vizier,’ re- 
turned the Tefterdar. 


‘What is your name:’ asked 
Mustapha. 


‘ The same as your excellency ; 
i am called Mustapha.’ 


The Beglerbegz starting said, 
‘where is your father ?’ 


‘I never knew my father? re- 
turned the youth; he left this 
country with the army whenI was 
an infant, and has not sisce been 
heard of.” 


‘I feel an affection for this youth? 
said Mustapha. ‘ I wish I had 








something of value to present him 
as atoken of my esteem, Here, 
take this cimater, ‘he continued, 
untying his sash, * and take also 
this Turban ; nay, shrink not 
from the gift; I can command 
another. Come to my palace in 
three days, I will then consider 
what can: e done for you.’ 


‘You will not carry Zelia to Bag- 
dat, I hope, my lord,’ said the 
youth. 


‘ Not,’ replied Mustapha, ‘ ex- 
cept she avers that she likes my 
company better than yours. I see 
she trembles at the very idea, 
therefore, I need not ask her the 
question. To your care and pro- 
tection, oh ! amiable youth, I leave 


her,’ he continued, as he mounted. 


his horse, ‘ let me see you in three 
days.” As he uttered these words 
he turned towards the road that 
led to the bank of the Tigris, and 
in a few minutes was out of sight. 


Though Mustapha, was a Turk, 
and had arrived at that time of life 
when, perhaps, men more strong- 
ly feel the influence of female at- 
traction than at an earlier period ; 
yet he was an exception from the 
generality of his countrymen. He 
was, in fact, although a Mussul- 
man, a man of some virtue and al!- 
though his bosom might upon a 
late occasion glow with a warmth 
truly Asiatic, he could, with a 
command of passion which would 
have done credit to an inhabitant 
of Zealand or Nova Zembla, force 
himself from the loyely, the en- 
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chanting Zelia, the moment he 
heard that her affections were en- 
gaged to another. 
done this, he thought, and perhaps 
truly thought, that he had done all 
which the justice, all which the 


morality of the case required ; his | 


religion, he well knew, did not re- 
quire so much. 


Ie, therefore, when he entered 
the gate of Bagdat, considered 
himself as a much greater man 
than Alexander, inasmuch as he 


; : 
had obtained a conquest over him- 


scif, a triumph over his passions, 
which weve, indeed, the only con- 
quests and triumphs’‘for which the 
Macedonian hero was not celebra- 
ted. 


The next morning Ismael, an 
old slave, entered the apartment, 
with more haste and less ceremo- 
ny, than usual, saying, ¢ the youth 
that your excellency met yester- 
day,(whose music frightened Bu- 
cephalus, which is, indeed, a proof 
ofthe taste and sagacity of that 
noble animal) who called himself 
Mustapha, and to whom you gave 
veur Turban, is in the hall and 
requests an audience.’ 


‘Has he brought Zea with 
nim ?’ cried the Beglerbeg. 


* No,’ said the slave, ‘ but he has 
brought a thing of far greater val- 
ue, namely, your inestimable Tur- 
ban.’ 


‘ May the blackangel fly away 


Now, having | 








tapha ; ‘ I wish to see the virgin 
Where is she ?” 


* That the youth can best inform 
your excellency,’ returned the 
slaves ‘Shall L introduce him.’ 


“¢ Well, bring him in.’ 


The youth attended by Zornes- 
tan, the Tefterdar, entered the 
chamber, and with trembling and 
unsteady steps advanced towards 
the sopha on which the Serene 
Beglerbeg Mustapha was by this 
time seated, smoaking his morn- 
ing’s pipe. Hehad in his hand 
the Turban, which he laid 
on the velvet cushion at his feet, 
and kneeling, thus addressed him, 
¢ Did your excellency, oh, sublime 
and invincible Mustapha! when 
your liberality induced you yester- 
day to make me this magnificent 
present, mean to include, this valu- 
able jewel} pointing to a diamond 
crescent which adorned the front 
of it 2” 

‘Certainly. | Zornestan said 
that in my juvenile days I had the 
happiness to resemble you, this 
I know was flattery, and flattery 
the more agreeable to me, because 
your appearance struck me from 
che first moment I beheld you, as 
you both in figure and coutenance 
bear a strong resemblance to a 
brother dear to me as my exist- 
ence ; who was once in this coun-. 
try ; who was my adviser in civil 
affairs : my companion ; more 
than once my protector in battle ; 
and who fell by my side at the seige 
ofFamagusta. (To be Con.) 








| with the Turban!’ exclaimed Mus- 
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For the Lady’s MisceHany. - 


Own a lofty eminence, in the inte- 
rior of North America, the culti- 
vated and fertile. fields of the south, 
spread in exquisite beauty and pro- 
fusion before him, the rugged 
mountains and almost impervious 


forests of the north, stretching to - 


an illimitable distance in the rear, 
sat the sage Uutalissi, the noble 
and the brave; pensive, and pon- 
dering on the fleeting and evanes- 


cent scenes, the eventful occurren- . 
ces, and the glorious prospects of. 


this wondrous world. Beside him 
stood his only and his darling son, 
a youth of eighteen years ; of man- 
ly, dignified deportment, yet ofa 
mien most sweet and engaging, 
and possessed of a soul worthy the 
son of such a father. 


*T was evening; the glorious orb 
of day had already began to sink 
in the western horizon, and his 
faintly refracted rays shed a kind of 
dying lambent lustre o’er the aged. 
sire, and-youthful son. The se- 
renity of the atmosphere, the fra- 
grant odors of the blooming flow- 
ers, the gently refreshing zephyrs, 
and the sublime works of nature, 
whieh incircled and enraptured 
them, tended much to promote 
that placid tranquillity of soul, and 
holy awe, so congenial to devotian, 
and to pure philanthropy. 


After a long and solemn pause, 


during which the. conflicting emo ‘ 


tions.of the mind, were strikingly 
visible on the expressive linea- 
ments of Outalissi’s countenance, 
he arose, and then dddressed his 
hopeful son. 


Rezimbo, my child, and dearer 
to me than the ruby fluid that man- 
tles in my bosom, attend to’ the 
comments of thy gray-haired fath- 
her, and thy best friend. ‘They are 
the effusions of a mind tempered 
by adversity, guided by experience» 








_ divested of prejudice, and flowing 
| from a most ardent desire to ren- 
der them conducive to thy future 
| happiness. 


Beneath that lofty mountain’s 
brow, whose summit is enveloped 
in the dewy clouds of heaven, was 
thy father bora. 


There have I risen from youth 
to manhood, and sunk from man- 
hood into the vale of years; and 
there, my son, I trust that thou will 
lay my lifeless body, beside the 
ashes of thy ancestors, for the days 
of Outalissi draw towards a close, 
and he must soon embark on the 
dark and cheerless ocean of death. 


In my youth, I learned to bend 
the bow, to hunt the savage tenant 
of the desert, and to return unwea- 
ried from the chase, laden with 
the spoils of the forest, sustenance 
for my. father and myself. In 
manhood, I gloried in my strength, 
and® exulted in my prowess: fa- 
tigue-or Jassitude dared not to as- 
sail me, for I was ever the unre- 
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lenting enemy of indolence and of | 
| ne’er be numbered amongst this 


pain. In the pride of my heart, 
and invincible ardour of my spirit, 
I have sought out the dreary track 
of the enemy ; have submitted to 
deprivations, ad surmounted dif- | 
ficulties, almost incredible ; have 
watched with the vigilance of the 
eagle, silent as the grave, till 1 
have ensnared and sprung upon my 
foe, and then bloody have been 
my revenge, terrible have been 
the ravaves of my fan!chion of 
death. JT have fought, I have bled, | 
I have conquered. The feats of 
my prowess have been many ; ex- 
amples of my disgrace are hot on 
record. 


But now that the weight of three 
score years and ten, have bowed 
me tothe earth ; now that the pas- | 
sions of the soul have melted into | 
tranquil apathy ; now that the sage | 
can, from experience, speak of all | 
his wonted dear indulgences, and | 
cruel woes, whatarethe sentiments | 
of Outalissi ; what is the cousel of | 
the grey-headed warrior! They 
are, Rezimbo, that man is a frail 
and ephemeral being, created by an 
omnipotent and benevolent cause, 
destined to be happy, and parent 
of his own fate. Guided by that 
moral sense of right and wrong, 
which, like the sense of feeling or 
taste, is a constituent part of the 
nature of every one, man will not 
often err. But spurring that in- 
ternal monitor, and transporte) by 
passions the most violent and fero- 
cious, he then became like a spirit 
of evil, like a moster of infamy and 








i 











- 


horrer. Oh my son, may’st thou 
latter class. 


Indcbted for our existence, and 
all the happiness we enjoy, to some 
merciful but unknown cause : 
ought we not even to be deeply 
imbued with sentimenis of grati- 
tude thereto. Yes, the great book 
of nature is widely spread before 
the human race: in 1t is most in- 
controvertabiy shewn, that the 
wreat God of Nature should be ve- 
nerated. In it consisis the basis 
of human adoration, and of half 
piety. Regard it well my son, and 
thy wors!:ip shall be fervent. 


To thy feliow-man, be kind and 
courteous ; be charitable and just. 
Remember thy own infirmities, 
and look with pity, rather than 
blame, upon the errors of thy 
neighbours, Banish baleful suspi- 
cion, far from thyabode; be meek- 
ness and benevolence thy charac- 
teristics. 


Forget not that a thousand caus- 
es to thee unknown, might have 
actuaied the conduct of others, 
which though you might deem re- 
prehensible, yet might have been 
inevitable ; and do not rashly stamp 
as a delinquent, the man whese 
deportment in life may differ from 
thy own. 


O! Thou Invincible Spirit of 
Goodness, creator of the universe, 
and cause of every good, ceign, I 
inplore thee, to look down upon 
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my son, with merciful compassion ; 
exalt and purify his mind, and rer- 
der it the happy mansion of phi- 
lanthropy, of charity, and of vene- 
ration to thee. May his judgment 
never be blinded by prejudice, 
warped by suspicion, or biassed by 
a proud and contemptible seif-con- 
ccit. May he never be callous to 
the feelings of humanity, may the 
dictates of his reason be the guide 
and arbiter of his conduct,and may 
he never fear the opinion of mau, 


when compassion, virtue, or ho- | 


nour, prompt the expression of 


any séntiment, or the execution of | 


any deed. 


Be affable, my son, and be beloved ; 
be generous, and be esteemed ; be be- 
nevolent, and be respected :—be brave, 
and thy fame shall spread abroad. 


In the hour of affliction, be not 
downcast and dismayed ; exert thy rea- 
son, to remedy’ the evils, by which you 
are oppressed, and confide in the justice 
and mercy of the great Manitou. 


In the day of joy, be not transported 
beyond the bounds of reason ; and ever 
remember the benificent cause of all thy 
Rappiness and ‘peace. 


In thy intercourse with mankind, thou 
wilt meet with many false friends, and 
many real enemies: bnt let firmness, 


__ probity, and virtue, be thy unceasing at- 
- tributes, and thou shalt live with honor’ 


to thyself, and advantage to thy fellew- 
men. But above all other exhcrtations, 
above every precept of paternal love, or 
rational adinonition, be it indelibly im- 




















In short, Rezimbo, venerate thy cre- 
ator ; respect thyself, and be just to thy 
fellow-man. If your conduct through 
life shall incontestibly evince thy convic- 
tion of the truth of this advice, both in 
truth and practice, thou wilt faithfully 
discharge all the duties of a rational be- 
ing: thou shalt, after a well.spent life, 
descend in peace to the dark and silent 
tomb, and thy soul exulting with joy, 
shall wing its flight to the everlasting 
mansions of the blessed and the just. 


Expiring day had now resigned its 
dusky empire to the mourner night...... 
The thrilling voice of dear paternal love 
had ceased to vibrate ; and hand in hand 
the aged warrior and his darling son, 


silently proceeded to the lowly cabin of. 


their repose. 


ADVENA. 





——— 





Thoughts on the Pleasures of Do-- 


mestic Life. 


Of all the gratifications hu- 
man nature can enjoy, and of 
all the delight it is formed to 
impart, none is equal to that 
which springs from a long tri- 
ed and mutual affection, The 
happiness which arises. from 
conjugal felicity is capable of 
withstanding the. attacks of 
time, grows vigorous iu age, 
and animates the heart with 
pleasureand delight, even when 
the vital fluid can scarcely force 


a passage through it.. 


No man ever prospered tn 


the world without the consent: 


and co-operation of his wife: 
iet him be ever so frugal, in- 
dustrious, er successful all a- 


pressed on thy mind, that in virtue alone || vails nothing if she is untaith- 


consists all sublunary happiness. 


ful to her trust, or profusely: 
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Squanders, in pleasure and dis- 
S}pation those sums which toil 
and application acquired : but 
if she unites in mutual endea- 
vors, or rewards his labor with 
an endearing smile, with what 
spirit and perseverance does 
he apply to his vocation : with 
what confidence will he resort 
either to his merchandise or 
furm: fly over land ; sail up 
the seas; meet dificulty and 
encounter danger.--If he knows 
he is not spending his stregth 
in vain, but that his labour 





will be rewarded by the sweets 
of home ! How delightful is it 
to have afriend to cheer, and 
a coinpanion to soothe the so- 
liiary bours of grief and pain! 
Solitude and. disappointment | 
enter in to the history of every 
mans life ; and he is but half 
provided for the voyage, who 
finds but an associate for happy 
hours, which for his months 
of darkness and distress nosym- 
pathysing partner is prepared. 








Prudence and foresight can | 
neither ward off the stroke of! 
disease nor prevent the calami- | 
ties which are ordained by Hea- | 
ven. Affluence cannot pur- | 
chase release from pain, nor 
tenderness cool a fever ia the | 
blood: yet there is an ear o- 
pen to the married mans com- | 
plaints : a heart ready to sym- | 
pathise in his sorrows: an eye | 
bedewed with the tender drops | 
of compassion ; anda life that | 
is absolutely bound up in his : | 
and as enjoyment derives ad- 
ditional relish from Seiten | 
tion, so misery loses the poig- | 
nancy of its barb, in the bosom | 


| 
' 
| 
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formed for sympathetic kind. 
ness. 


S. C. B. 
kimbleton August 10, 1810. 
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For the Lady’s Miscellany. 
To Lauretie, the Widow. 


VeRiLy I say unto thee, for 
these thirty Jong years, and up- 
wards, have I been seeking an 
help mate, but alas! during 
that longlapse of time, have I 
sought in vain, and thy friend 
who now addresses thee, had 
almost given over all hopes of 
ever accomplishing this desi- 
rable object, but thy notice, or 
friendly invitation that was is- 
sued forth in the last seventh 
days Miscellany, revived my 
almost sinking spirits. Idid 
not much like the queer ex- 
pression, that was made use of 
by thee, about the leap into 
Rosamond’s Pond, &c. ba- 
cause it was totally incompre- 
hensible to me, having never 
before heard of such a place in 
allmy life. However, not- 
withstanding this little prelim- 
inary objection, I am_ very 
much inclined to think, that 
thyself and myself will be 
under the pleasing necessity of 
entering into that ancient and 
honorable mode, of living to- 
gether, called, if I mistake not, 
the marriage state. 


For it really appeareth unto. 
me, that if thine own descrip- 
tion of thyself and qualifica- 
tions, be correct, thou art the. 
person almost exactly suited 
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to my notion; as to the charms 
of thy person there can, with 
no truth or propriety be any 
faultfound with, I will take 
thy own words. *‘ Tam a thick 
short, brown, hard featur’d 
woman,” precisely to a sha- 
ving what suits me, for I do 
not at all hike these slender, 
long, softly looking females, 
who are in danger of being 
blown away, whenever the 
wind happens to blow a sweet 
little breeze, and as for the 
roses on thy cheeks, why I care 
not a straw about that, because 
I cannot see the use of wo- 
men’s havin 
cheeks when the Garden, I take 
it,is the proper place for the 
propagation of that flower.— 
As to thy capacity to perform 
the necessary duty of a house- 
wife, there again every thing 
Ithink perfectly corresponds 
with my way of thinking. I 


love dearly of a first day, when | 


about to repair to the meeting 
house, to have a clean shirt, 
cravat, etc. to put on, and 
when I return, itis extremely 
pleasant tosit down with a good 
dinner in front, and a clean 
floor underneath ; that thee 
has a peculiar talent for mak- 
ing Rag Carpets, I was very 
glad to hear, for perhaps, thee 
may know, that we plain folks 
always choose these like arti 

cles of our own make in pref- 
ference to those that come 
across the water ; all thy other 
qualifications suit. J think, 
no mistake is made in calcula- 
tion, exeept one, and that I re- 


quest of thee to abstain from, 


for the sake of getting thyself a 


Roses on their 











good husband, I mean thy 
scolding quality—but, how- 
éver, I will not say any thing 
further on that subject at pre- 
sent, because, that thing can 
be easily enovgh arranged af- 
ter our marriage. As to 
myself, I do not think it worth 
while to go into a specification 
of my qualities, in a word I 
am every thing thee desires. 
Farewell. Thee 


may rest assured, I shall re- 
main thine as long as a scrap 


of binding remains on the. 


edge of my big brim’d beav- 
er. 
Hezekiah Smootheface. 


20th of the 8th mo. 








For the Lady’s Miscellany. 

HAPPINEss is what all man- 
kind are in search of, but 
which few seldom obtain, a 
man may enjoy happiness for 
a while in the society of his 
friends, but soon something 
overtakes him that robs him of 
all his joys and blasts his mo- 
mentary felicity ; man is born 
to endure misfertunes and trou- 
bles in this world. Ihave fre. 
quently heard persons exclaim 
upon viewing superb and state- 
ly mansions of some wealthy 
man, ‘ If I possessed the 
Riches that he does,: then 
should I be completely happy,’ 
poor mortals, do they think 
that riches creates happiness ? 
As ifto measure the extent of 
a man’s happiness by the length 
an¢ breadth of his purse; do 
they not ‘know that many a 
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rich man is miserable, if they do 
not know let them look abroad 
into the world, and then laugh 
at the folly of their exclama- 
tion. ‘* The heart is deceitful 
above ail things,” end conse- 
quently it requires more than 
human capacity, or ordinary 
abilities to determine whether 
aman ts happy or not, he may 
appear so when, perhaps if we 
could look into his heart, we 
should find that misery dwelt 
there. O! Conscience, thou 
art the sole arbitrator of a 
wnan’s happiness. 
teth injudgment, and art to de 
termine whether he shall be 
happy or miser. ble. If moral- 
ity and pure religion are seated 
in his breast, then he regardeth 


not the buffetings of misfor- | 


tune, but can lay his hand on 
his heart, and say, ‘* although 
disappointment follows all my 
actions, and adversity attacks 
me from every quarter—yet 
here is peace—here I feel a 
consciousness of the rectitude 
of my conduct.” 

The rich man frequently 
passes asleepless night in ru- 
minating and thinking that 
perhaps the property he has 
risqued to the troubled waves 
of the faithless ocean, has met 
with some unforeseen accident 
and all is lost, this man is mis- 
erable, very miserable, in the 
midst ofaffluence. He enjoys 
not as much happiness as he 
who ‘“* earns his bread by 
the sweat of his brow,” 


who after he has finished his 
daily labor returns home at eve 
and is met at the door of his 
cottege by his loving wife, and 


‘Thon sit. | 


| 
| 
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smiling children, whose sleep 
is sweet and undisturbed by 
any of the imagininary evils 
that Lover around the rich 
man’s pillow. It is not rich- 
es, or honours, or high sound- 
ing titles, or any other earthly 
bauble that can make us hap- 
py; buttrue happiness consists 
in a consciousness of having 
performed ourduty in whatev- 
er situation of life it hath pleas- 
ed divine providence to place 
us in. 
OSMOND. 
Sept. 7, 1810. 


—_——S2'P "> Ge 


Anecdote. 


A certain deacon, belonging 
to a church in Massachusetts, 
having had the misfortune to 
lose his wife, attempted im- 
mediately after his spouse’s 
exit, to strike up a match with 
his maid, whose name was 
Patience. The priest of the 
village, coming in a short time 
after to console the bereaved 
husband, told him he must 
have patience to support him 
in his troubles. Ah! said the 
deacon I have been trying her, 
she seems to have been rather 


off. 


i 


Moral Axiom. Those who 
reprove with passion every tri- 
fie, in a little time will not be 
regarded when they require 
most to be obeyed. 


- a 


Maxin...-A rich fool is wiser 
than a poor genius. 
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For the Lady’s Miscellany. 
VARIETY. 


QRIGINAL AND SELECTED- 


Gibraltar, July 9. 
From the most accurate Meteoro- 


logical Tables that have been kepit, | 


ii afifrears, that so-early and contin- 
ned a drought as that of the firesent 


° } 
year, has not been known since the | 


memorable year of the Spanish Ar- 
mada. 


—— 


The schooner Phoebe, Latti- 
more, of Newburyport,was at Trin- 
idad last accounts, captain deran- 
ged, cargo spent, and the vessel 
worm eaten and spoiled. 


Invisible Petticoats, 


The following advertisement is 
copied from an English paper : 

“ Mrs. Morris (late Mr. Rob- 
ert Shaw) informs those ladiesshe 
has had the honor to serve for se- 
veral years, and ladies in general, 
she has now ready for their inspec- 
tion entire fresh and extensive as- 
sortment of her patent Elastic 
India Cotton Invisible Petticoats, 
Drawers, and Waistcoats, all in 
one or seperate articles, much ap- 
proved of by every lady that has 
made trial of them, for their pre- 
sent elasticity and delicate colour, 
will add much Jess to size than a 
cambric muslin and warranted 
never to shrink in the wash.— 
Ladies whose health requires them 











| 





| 
| 
| 


to wear lamb’s wool all the year, 
Mrs. M. keeps a regular assort- 
ment of the above articles in real 
Spanish wool. Children’s of every 
size, and made to patterns. 





The following volunteer toast3 
were drank at Lynn, (Ms.) a place 
celebrated for the manufacture of 
shoes. 


This day's work.—May it be 
well Aammered and stitched, and 


| never rift while the sole endures. 


The Manufacture of Lynn— 
May they continue to flourish till 


_ the thread of time comes to an end. 








Existing Circumstances. 


If, for his crimes, the hand of pow’r 

Should send Sir Francis to the 
Tow’r, 

Our Ministers may think it well, 

‘If they should ne’er be sent to h*il- 


ee oS 
THOUGHT. 


A habit of serious thinking, arms 
us at all points, and plants security 
round our virtues, in the moment 
of greatest danger, when our 
minds are careless and unbent, and 
most accessible to passion and vice. 


He who serves God has the best 
master in the world. 


Despise riches when obtained 
by base means. 
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“ Trifles light as air,” 
“* From various gardens’ cull’d with 
care.” 


EPITAPH, 


Tlere lies the body of Jacob Sneer, 


"ho hada mouth from ear to ear, || 
hese ” | And live till you cant feel or see, 


Reader ! tread lightly on his sod, 
For ifhe gaps, your gone, by G—. 


eee 


Epfigram. 


The Rose’s age is but a day ; 


Its bloom, the pledge of its decay : 
( ’ P § y | The City Inspeetor reports the death of 


Sweet in scent : in colour bright ; 
Tt blows at morn, and fades at 
night. 


On Shame. 


Nature stamps shame in ev'ry 
heart, 
Which serves instead of grace ; 


And if you drive it from that part, |} 


It flies into the face. 


———— 


A Wish. 


From across neighbour, and a sullen 
wife : 

A pointless needle, and a broken knife : 
From suretyship, and av empty purse, 

A smoakey chimney, and jolting horse ; 
From a dull razor, and an aching head ; 
From a badconscience and a buggy bed, 
A blow upon the shoulder, or the knee, 
From each of these may I bealways free. 


= NI 


4 most solemn curse pfironounced 


by the late Lord Littleton, on 
his Taylor. 


May rats and mice consume your 
thread, 
Xour patterns and your measures : 


| May nits and lice infest your bed ; 
And care confound your pleasures. 

| May cucumbers be your best food, 

| Bad small beer your only liquor : 

Lustful desires inflame your }lood. 

| And make your loins grow weaker. 

| God grant that you distress’d may be, 
From Constable to the Beadle, 


Your Thimble from your Needle * 
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NEW-YGRK, September 8, 1810. 





i 
| 

42 persons in this city and suburbs dur- 
ing the last week.—wiz. 11 men, 7 we- 


men, 13 boys, and 11 gigls. 


I 


Port of Salem, September 4. 


in great distress from sickness and death 
two of the hands. having died, three 
| more sick, and the Master worn down 
| with fatigue, having to stand alone on 
| deck for several days. She is from Sa- 
_vannah, and belongs to Major M‘Lel- 
lan, of Portland. 





oe + ee 
STATE OF THE THERMOME . 


TER, Sc. LAST WEER. 
AtGo'clock 12 3 





Aug. 28th. 75 76 77 Wéd.&. fair 
29th. 75 77 78 showery 
30th. 70 71 71 N. clear 

Sist 66 68 68 S.clear 
| Sept. Ist. 66 67 68 N. cloudy 
2d. 64 66 68 S, W.clear 
sd. 68 70 73 S.W. clear 
—_—— 


Lucien Bonaparte- and the French 
Arnold ( Sarrazin_) are both said to be 
| on the point of embarking. for the Unit- 
ed States! 








A schooner had arrived at Quarantine, 
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‘FIRE! About 12 o’clock last night, 
a fire broke out in a stable in Desbros- 
ses street, and communicated to the 
house of Mr. Uffington, gold-beater, in 
Hetty-street which was consumed, with 
anumber of small back buildings, and 
several adjoining houses materially in- 
jured.* The greatest exertions of the 
firemen were necessary to prevent a fur- 
ther conflagration. The loss of Mr. Uf- 
fington is about two thousand dollars, 
besides the damage to his business, hav- 
ing two moulds destroyed, which cost 
fifty guineas each in England, and cane 
not be replaced in this country. 


ee 
THE THEATRE 


In this city will be opened on Mon. 
day the 10th inst. We have not yet 
learned particularly, what reinforcements 
are to join our dramatic corps, but un- 
derstand that the manager has made 
arrangements for securing much addi- 
tional strength and talent, of which we, 
shall give an early account. Master 


Payne has been playing in Petersburgh 
and Washington with much ec/at, tho’ 


not unmingled with the notes of criti- 
cism. We think it probable that the 
citizens of New-York may shortly have 
an opportunity of judging of his im- 
provement during his southern tour. 


a 


Knitting —This species of househo'd 
industry is greatly encouraged by the 
good housewives in Scotland and Wales, 
and in several parts ef England. Inthe 





county of Wicklow, in Ireland, however, 
it is not permitted in the families of the | 
most prudent matrons. The reason they ; 
assign for this is, that as knitting and | 
talking can go on together, the most in- | 
dustrious knitters are most frequently | 
found in their néighhours houses pro- 
pagating scandal, 


— 


—_, 


ROBERT SIMON, 


IT adies and Gentlemen's Hair Dresser. 


Has the honor to inform the 
Ladies and Gentlemen of the city 
of New-York, that his Seminary 
of Fashions, No. 344, Water-Street 
is open every day during the usual 
hours of business ; andas he con- 
sults Fancy in her most varied 
and whimsical forms, presumes, 
that no Lady or Gentleman, who 
shall please tohonor him with their 
custom, can apply without receiv- 
ing the most ample satisfaction. — 
Independent of the common ro- 
tine of his profession, he possesses 
an art, which will, as the Poet says; 


Turnthe hair that’s grown quite 
greys 
To black !—or any other hue, 
That aged Fancy please to say ; 
Or order for a wig, or cue. 


But it is not to Wigs and Cud, 
that he is confined ; he avers, that 
he can change the color of hair on 
the head, without the least pain or 
inconvenience, he hopes the pub- 
lic will not consider him merely 
puffing, he disclaims all puffers— 
he wants a fair trial, and feels con- 


fident of giving amazing proof of 
| his skill. 





Iie has the honour of being; 
the Public’s humble 
Servant, R. 5. 


N. B. Ladies and Gentlemen 
' waited on at their own houses. 
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To Correspondents. 
* Canneogahakalononitade,” is received, 
but too indecent for insertion in a * Lady's 
Miscellany.’ 


MARRIED, 

On IVednesday evening lust, by 
the Rev. M. Coofier, Mr. Eder 
Se Foy, to Miss Nancy Willess, 
daughter of Mr. William Willess, 
all of this city. 


(? Another establishment of Aome- 
made manufacture. 


On the 18th ult. Capt. Joaefth 


—Weaver, to Miss Kitty Spinner, of 


Milford townshif, Bucks county, 
Penn, 


On Saturday evening last, by the 
Rev. Dr. Milledoller, Mr. James 
Wilkie, to Miss Jennet Hubbard, all 
of this city. | 

On Tuesday last, at Newburgh, 
by the Rev. Jas. Scrimgeour, the 
Rev. James M. Mathews, of this 
city, to Miss Charlotte Walsh, 
~yamnid of Hugh Walsh, Esq. of 

e former filace. 

On thr 20th inst. Mr. William 
Greer, to Miss Margaret M‘ Bride, 
all of this eity. : 

Jit Rhinebeck, 26th August, by 
the Rev. Mr. Guitman, John Henry 


Sutermeister, Esg. to Miss Mary 
Sharf, of Albany. 

At New-Orleans, Mr. Alexander 
Philift Socrates Emiius Caesar Han- 
mibal Marcellus George Washington 
Treadwell, to Miss Carcline Sophia 
Maria Juliannes Wortley Montague 
Joan of Arc Wiiliams... ALL of thet 
city. 


== 
DLi D, 
On Tuesday last, after a linger- 
ng iliness, Mrs. Catherine Skinmr. 


i 


. 








On Thursday morning, Mr. Isaa2 
Navarro. 

Lately, in England, Caleb White- 
Sord, esg. author of wany works of 
merit, though none bear his name. 
He was the inventor of that «frectes 
of humor calfed cross readings; and 
which formerly used to cnitven the 
news fianers. He was contemporary 
of Goldsmith who in his “ Retaitia- 
tion thus winds upp his character.— 

Merry Whiteford, farewell! for thy 
sake I admit 
That a Scot may have humor, I had 
almost said wit. 
This debt to thy mem'ry I cannot re- 
fuse. 
Thou best humoi’d man, with the worst 
humor’d muse,” 
Alfved W. Few, aged 14 years, 
Son of Col. Few. of this city. 
At Trenton, Miss Mary Murga- 
troyd, daughter of Mr.Thomas Mur- 
gatroyd, of Philadelphia. 


At Norfolk, E. H. Mosely, juv. 
Sen of Edward H. Mosely, Esq. 


At Philadelphia, Mr. John 22. 
Shields, late of the Philadelfhja bank. 

At the abeve place, Capit. Thomas 
Mason. 

At the above filace Mr. Jacob W. 
Lawerswyler, aged 29 years. 

At Albany, the Hen. Leonard 
Gansevoort. 

At Cambridge, ( Mass.) Aug. 
25th, Mr. Abraham W. Gamage, 
merchant, of Boston, in the 25th 


year Of his age. 

Near Newark, N. J. on the 2723 
of Aug. Mr. Caleb B. Powering 
aged 40, furmerly @ resident of this 
‘City, 
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THE QUESTION DEBATED, 


Or a specimen of the power of fushion. 


A RURAL DIALOGUE. 


AS t’other day, I chanc'd to stray 
Along a bank of roses, 

Where nymphs repair, to take the air, 
And deck the?r breasis with posies ; 
Two smiling maids, with frizzled heads, 

(Who happen’d not to mind me) 
By cheerfu! chat, on this and that, 
To listen quick inctin’d me. 


One said....“6 My dezr, I’m pleas’d to hear 
They’r like to change the fashion ; 

For I declare, to curl my hair 
Oft puts me ia a passion: 

My elbows too, al! black and blue, 
And growing very scalv, 

Give such offence to men of sense, 
I’m losing credit daily. 

The native flush; and modest blush, 
That us’d to make me charming, 

Are fled you see—and left poor me, 
With countenance alarming. 

Tho’ I'd not boast—I've been the toast, 
Among the lads of merit; [ less 

Who now profess, *twould fright them 
To kiss Medusa’s spirit. 
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Lown with shame, I've been te blame 
| In swerving from my duty ; 

But now design, once more to shine, 
| In all my former beauty. 
| 
| 
| 





_ My looks and dress shall manifest 
The truth of this assertion— 
When I once more, as heretofore, 

Shall disregard aspersion.”’ 


| «* Tvow sweet maid, the other said, 
Regain your former vigour, 
| And then be dvest, unlike the rest, 
You'll cut a pretty figure ! 
Dv vou believe a longer sleeve, 
Or cheeks like blooming roses, 
Would add more grace, to arms or face, 
Than fashion now discloses ? 
Will virtue, sense, or elegance 
Of person, dress and carriage, 
; Entrap the swains in Cupia’s chains, 
And crown our loves with marriage ? 
.No—’pon my word, ’tis quite absurd, 
And certainly abusive, 
To teaze and vex the other sex, 
With fangles so delusive. 
And we, my dear, need never fear, 
That we shall be neglected, 
While we've at ease, the pow’r to please, 
And make ourselves respected. 
The modern slight to be polite, 
Genteel, and entertaining, 
I frankly own, is so well known, 
As not to need explaining. 
Chalk, acids, flate, and walking late, 
Amidst the evening vapours, 
The vigils too, of Whist and Loo, 
By glimm'ring midnight tapers ; 
| And add to these, strong India teas, 
| With or without confections ; 
Should health depart, we've still the art 
| Of making fine complexions ! 
| But here I pause, to state the cause— 
And leave yourself to judge it— 
And bet my fan you’ve heard the plan, 
Or read it inthe Bupcert.*® 

















* The name of the paper in which it first 


appeared. 
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”'1 is simply this—each Lad and Miss, 
Would wish to be the fairest— 

Or else t’express, by looks and dress, 
A person quite the rarest. 

But which excells, the deanx or belles, 
Is hard to be decided— 

The means they share, between them are 
So equally divided. 

And Mr. Flash, who cuts a dash, 
He swears it is delight‘ul, (pains | 

When nymphs and swa:ns take so much 
To make themselves look frightful.” 
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THE VOW. 


O crear that cruel Coubting brow ! 
I call on mighty Jove, 

To witness this eternal vow, 
*Tis you alone I love. 


* O leave the God to soft repose, 
(The smiling maid replies,) 

‘ For Jove but laughs at lover’s vows, 
* And lover’s perjuries.” 


By honer’d beauty’s gentle power, 
By friendship's holy flame ! 

‘ Ah what is beauty but a flower, 
And friendship but a name?” 


By those dear tempting lips, I cry'd— 
With arch ambiguous look, 

Convine’d my Chloe glanc'd aside, 
And bade me ‘ kiss the boek.’ 


———D : 3c) ae ———_ 


From Freneau's Poems. 


FARMER DOBBIN’S COMPLAINT. 


Three daughters I have and prettily 
made, 
As handsome &s any you’! see, 
4nd lovers they count—but still Pm 
afraid, 
They altvays will harg upon me, 
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In writing of letters, and talking of love, 
They are foolishly spending their 
time, 
One gives them a ribbon, and one a new 
glove, , 
And thus they are passing their prime: 


With idle romances my book-case is 
stor’d, 
That teach not to praise or to pray, 
And the bible itself is discharg’d from 
the board, 
Where ouce with Jack Bunyan it Iay. 


These bucks of the town with their cle- 
gant coats, 
I'm sick of their horses and chairs : 
They plunder my hay, and pilfer my 
oats, 
Am | keeping a tavern my dears? 


These suitors and lovers that never can 
love, 
Content with a squeeze of the hand ; 
Though often the subject of hymen I 
move, a 
’Tis a subject they can’t understand. 
This courting and courting, and neve 
concluding, 
Is nonseuse—I'm sorry to say, 
Your kissing and playing is rather in- 
truding, 
Unless—You will take them away!!! 
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